TROUBLE IN THE INTERIOR

worse. It seemed that Sahail, with the best of intentions,
might be unable to raise a party of his fellow-tribesmen
to run the gauntlet to the coast for me. His tribe would
either be engaged in offensive operations in the Hadhra-
maut or have withdrawn themselves for refuge into the
depths of the sands. Here was a deadlock. For me the
door to the sands seemed bolted and barred.

I could see no way out. Two Rashidi tribesmen, Ma'yuf
and Khuwaitim, had come to Dhufar for the frankincense
harvest, and I sent for them, for though without camels
and out of touch with the tribe, they might yet be know-
ledgeable. However, it is difficult to gain an Arab's con-
fidence without giving him yours, and it would have been
perilous to show my hand prematurely, so we conferred
daily for some days till I gathered that the Rashid tribe
might be distant a month's march anywhere from north
to west, and certainly indisposed to leave their sandy
sanctuary.

I should be obliged in the happiest event to arrange a
separate caravan, if I could, to take me to some water-hole
on the edge of the sands (there were but three possible
ones) and trust to the Rashidis' ability and willingness to
come there to meet me and carry me forward. But the
unpleasant experience of my journey of the year before
had taught me the limitations of mountain caravans, of
men's alarm for themselves and their camels even when
there was no war in the air. The Acting-Governor to
whom I dared reveal only this part of my plans tried
cajolery, but there is no compelling authority in these
mountains and I detected an undercurrent of hostility
that would have made it madness to embark with such
allies into the desert. My ambitious plans so carefully laid
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